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To the MosT Nos. 
LIONEL-CRANFIELD, 
DuxE of DoxrsEr. 

Lord-Lieutenant of IRELAND. 


Vr LORD 


K KNM VERY much fear I ſhall be thought 
1 7 guilty of great Preſumption in taking 

the Likerry to dedicate to Your Ex- 
N. M cellency a Play repreſented at this 

Seaſon of the Year; and, at the ſame 
Time, in doing it without firſt obtaining Leave: 
But as your Excellency has too juſt a Taſte and 
Knowledge of every Science to paſs Judgment oh 
any Writer, otherwiſe than as you are influenc'd 
by the real Merit of his Performance, the firſt 
Objection will be of little avail againſt me; for ! 


| ſhould have the ſame Dread, at any other time, of 


not gaining Your Excellency's Approbation, ſince 
I am ſenſible, I have but ſmall Pretenſions to it 
from the Alterations and Additions I have made in 
the Piece I do myſelf the Honour to lay at Your 


: Excellency's Feet. 


7 
9 
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6 DEDICATION. 


The other Objection, of not begging Your 
Excellency's Permiſſion for this Addreſs, is of no 
8 Force than the former; ſor tho' very few 

Jentlemen of high Birth and Station ſo much de- 

ſerve the Encomiums of Mankind as your Ex- 
cellency, yet, I am told, there are ſtill fewer but 
ſeem more delighted with them. Then how could 
I apply to Your Excellency in an Affair of this 
kind, which is, in my Opinion, no better than a 
Bargain between the Patron and Poet for ſuch a 
Number ef Flatteries and overſtrain'd Compli- 
ments, as Your Excellency would ſcorn to ac- 
cept, had I Meanneſs enough to make an Offer- 
ing of them ? 

But to take this Occaſion of congratulating my 
native Country, {reland, on the Happineſs it is 
going to receive from your wile and prudent Ad- 
miniſtration, and of being one of the Foremoſt in 
ſhewing my Zeal and Duty to Your Excellen- 
cy, I hope will not be thought unpardonable 
Ambition in, | 


My LORD, 
Your EXCELLENCY's moſt obedient, 


and mofl devoted humble Servant, 


CHA. COFFEY,. 
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Spoken by Mr. THE OPH. CIB BER. 


1 NM ancient Greece the Comic Muſe appear'd, 
Sworn Foe to Vice, by Virtue's Friends rever'd ; 
Impartial foe indulg*d ber noble Rage, 

And Satire was the Buſineſs of the Stage. 

Ne reigning Ill was from her Cenſure free, 

No Sex, no Age of Man, and no Degree; 

I hoc er by Paſſion was, or Folly, lea, 


he laure['d Chief, or acer dotal Head, 


The pedant Sophiſt, or impericus Dame, 
She laſh'd the Evil, nor conceald the Name. 


How hard the Fate of Nies in thoſe ſad Times, 
When ſaucy Poets would chafliſe their Crimes l 
When each cornuting Mate, each rampant Tilt, 
Had her Name branded on the Stage with Guilt ! 
Each Fair may now the Comic Muſe endure, 

And join the Laugh, tho at her Self, ſecure. 


Link'd to a patient Lord, this Night bebold 


A wilful headſtrong Termagant, and Scola; 


Whom, tho ber Huſband did what Man could do, 
The Dewil only could reclaim like you; 

Like you whoſe Virtues bright embellifo Life, 
And add a bleſſing to the Name of Wife. 


A merry Wag, to mend wexatious Brides, 


Theſe Scenes begun, which ſhook your Fathers Sides; 


And we, obſequious io your Tafte, prolong 


Tour Mirth, by courting the Supplies of Song: 


If you approve, we our Deſires obtain, 


And by your Pleaſure ball compute our Gain. 


4 Dramatis 


E. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Sir John Loverule, An honeſ Country | 4 
Gentleman, beloved for his Hoſpi- > Mr. Beard. [ 
tality. | | 2 

Butler, Mr. Turbutt. it 

Cook, ; Mr. Leigh. y 

1 Servant. to Sir John, Mr. Gre. i 


Coachman, Mr. Marſhall, | 4 


Jobſon, A Pſalm-fenging Cobbler, Te-) Mr. Har 5 
nant to Sir John. 


Dod or. Mr. Hill. 


Mae" 


WO ME N. 


Lady Loverule, Wife to Sir John, a 
proud, canting, brawling, fana- > Mrs. Pritchard, 
tical Shrew, 

Lucy, 5 Miſs Brett. 

Lettice, Her. Maids. ; Miſs Bennett, 1 

Nell, Jobſon's Jife, an innocent Coun- | Mrs. Clive. 7 
try Girl, : 


Tenants, Servants. 


SCENE, A Country Village. - 
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SCENE I. . The Cobbler's Houſe. 


70 3 S O N, and NE LL. 


2 


. R'YTHEE, good Jobſon, flay with me 
; $ To-night, and for once make merry at 
+ P + home. | 
— i Job. Peace, peace, you Jade, and go 
. ſpin ; for if I lack any Thread for my 
| Stitching, I will paniſh you by virtue of my Sovereign 


Authority. | | | 

Nell. Ay matry, no doubt of that; whilſt you take 
your Swing at the Alehouſe, ſpend your Subſtance, get 
drunk as a Beaſt, then come home like a Sot, and ule 
one like a Dog. | 
5 Job. Nounz! do you prate? Why, how now, Bra- 
zen- face, do you ſpeak ill of the Government? Don't 
you know, Huſſy, that I am King in my own Houſe, 
and that this is Treaſon againſt my Majeſty ? 

L K 


4 3 l. 
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Nell. Did ever one hear ſuch Stuff! But I pray you 
now, Fobſon, don't go to the Alehouſe To night. 
Fob. Well, I'll humour you ſor once, but don't grow 
ſaucy .upon't ; for J am invited by Sir John Lowerue's But- 
ler, and am to be princely drunk with Punch at the Hall 
Place ; we ſhall have a Bowl large enough to ſwim in. 
Nell. But they ſay, Huſband, the new Lady will not 
ſuffer a Stranger to enter her Doors ; ſhe grudges even a 
Draught of {mall Beer to her own Servants ; and ſeve- 
ral of the Tenants have come home with broken Heads 
from her Ladythip's own Hands, only for ſmelling ſtrong 
Beer in the Houle. 

Fob. A Pox on her for a fanatical Jade ! She has 
almoſt diſtracted the good Knight: But ſhe's now abroad 
feaſting with her Relations, and will ſcarce come home 
To-night; and we are to have much Drink, a Fiddle, 
and merry Gambols. 

ell. O dear Huſband! let me go with you, we'll be 
as merry as the Night's long. 
Job. Why how now, you bold Baggage! would you 
be carried to a Company of ſmooth- fac d, cating, drink- 
Ill 


— — — — 
- 


* _ 
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* 1 


ing, lazy Serving-men ; no, no, you Jade, nat be 
a Cuckold, 
Nell. Tm ſure they would make me welcome; you 4 


promis'd I ſhould fee the Houſe, and the Family has 
not been here before, fince you marry'd and brought 
me home. | | 

Job. Why, thou mdſt audacious Strumpet, dar'ft 
thou diſpute with me, thy Lord and Maſter ? Get in 4 
and ſpin, or elſe my Strap ſhall wind about thy Ribs 7 
moit confoundedl). | 


. . 


He that has the befl Wife, WE * 
She's the Plague of his Lie; 5 
But for her that will ſcald and will guarrel, 
Let him tut her off ſhort 
O her Meat and her Sport, | 
Aud ten times a Day hoop her Barrel, brave Bays, 
Au ten times a Day hoop ber Barrel. 1 
| ain” bee als be Nell. 
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Nell. Well, we poor Women muſt always be Slaves, 
and never have any- Joy; but you Men run and ramble 
at your Pleaſure. | 

Job. Why, you moſt peſtilent Baggage, will you be 
hoop'd ? Be gone. 

Nell. ] muſt obey, [ Going, 

Feb. Stay! now I think on't, here's Six-pence for 
you, get Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thyſelf up 
with Lambs Wool, rejoice and revel by thyſelf, be . 
drunk and wallow in thy own Sty, like a grumbling 
Sow as thou art. 


He that has the beft Wife, 
She's the Plague of bis Life, &c. [ E xeunt, 


SCECLSSSESSSSSSESSSSSSESSSY GS 
SCENE H N JOHN 
Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Littice, Ec. 


But. 1 would the blind Fiddler and our dancing Neigh- 
bours were here, that we might rejoice a little, while 
our termagant Lady is abroad; I have made a moſt ſove- 
reign Powl of Punch. 

Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our devil- 
iſh new Lady will never ſuffer it in her Hearing. 

But. I will maintain, there is more Mirth in a Galley{ 
than in our Family: Our Maſter indeed is the worthieſt 
Gentleman nothing but Sweetneſs and Liberality. 

Foot. But here's a Houſe turn'd topſy turvy, from 
Heaven to Hell, ſince ſhe came hither. | 

Lucy. His former Lady was all Virtue and Mildneſs. 

But. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was ſo; but this is in- 
ſpir'd with a Legion of Devils, who make her lay about 
her like a Fury. 

Lucy. 1 am ſure I always feel her in my Bones; if her 
Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow in a 


Morning, I am ſure to look black and blue tor it before 
Night. 


Cros. 


12 De Devil to Pay: Or, 


Cook. Pox on her ! I dare not come within her Reach. 
I have ſome fix broken Heads already. A Lady, quotha ! 
a She-Bear 1s a civiler Animal. | 
Foot. Heaven help my poor Maſter ! this deviliſh ter- 
magant ſcolding Woman will be the Death of him; I 
never ſaw a Man ſo altered all the Days of my Life. 
Cool. There's a perpetual Motion in that Tongue of 
hers, and a damn'd ſhrill Pipe, enough to break the 
Drum of a Man's Ear. 


Enter blind Fiddler, Jobſon, and Neighbours. 


But. Welcome, welcome all; this is our Wifh. Ho- 
neſt old Acquaintance, Goodman Jeb/on / how doſt 
thou ? 

Job. By my Troth, I am always ſharp ſet towards 
Punch, and am now come with a firm Reſolution, tho? 
but a poor Cobbler, to be as richly drunk as a Lord; I 
am a true Exgliſßi Heart, and look upon Drunkenneſs 
as the beſt Part of the Liberty of the Subject. 

But. Come, Jobſon, we'll bring out our Bowl of 
Punch in ſolemn Proceſſion ; and then for a Song to 
crown our Happinels. 

[They all go out, and return with a Bowl of Punch, 


AIR II. Charks of Sweden, 


Come jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crown this Night with Plaſure ; 
Let none at Cares of Life repinc, 
To deſtroy our Pleaſure : 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal Soul 
May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our Pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, Galt thou be 
Guardian of our Pleaſure ; 
= That under thy Protecticu we 
May enjoy new Plcaſure. 


And 


* 


P 


2 
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And as the Hours glide aavay, 

Nell in thy Name invoke their Stay, 

And fing tby Praiſes that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure, 


But. The King and the Royal Family in a Brimmer.— 


AIR III. 


Here's a good Health to the King, 
And ſend him a proſperous Reign 
O'er Hills and high Mountains, 
Nell drink dry the Fountains, 
Until the Sun riſes again, brave Boys, 
Until the Sun riſes again. 


Then here's to thee, my Boy boon, 
Ana here's to thee, my Boy buon; 
As abe ve tarry'd all Day 
For to drin# doun tbe Sun, 
So we'll tarry and drink down the Moon, brave Boys. 
So we'll tarry and drink down the Moon. 
| | [Omnes Huzza! 


Enter Sir John, and Lady. 


Lady. O Heaven and Earth! What's here within my 
Doors? Is Hell broke Jooſe ? What Troops of Fiends are 
here? Sirrah, you impudent Raſcal, ſpeak ! 

Sir John. For ſhame my Dear. As this is a Time 
of Mirth and Jollity, it has alwas been the Cuſtom of 
my Houſe, to give my Servants Liberty in this Seaſon, 
and to treat my Country Neighbours, that with inno- 
cent Sports they may divert themſelves. 

Lady. 1 ſay, meddle with your own Affairs, I will 
govern my own Houſe without your putting in an Oar, - 
Shall I aſk leave to correct my own Servants ? 

Sir Fohn. I thought, Madam, this had been my Houſe, 
and theſe my Tenants and Servants. | 

Lady. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus'd and 
ſnub'd before People? Do you call my Authority in 


queſtion, ungrateful Man ? Look you to your Dogs and 
Horſes 


14 The Devil to Pay : Or, 
Horſes abroad, but it ſhall be my Province to govern 


here; nor will I be control'd by e'er a hunting, hawking 
Knight! in Chri/iendom. 


AIR IV. Set by Mr. Seeds. 


Sir John. Ye Gods ! you gave to me a Wile, 
Out of your Grace and Fawour ; 
| To be the Comfort of my Life, 

And I was glad to bave her: 

But if your Providence Divine, 
For greater Bliſs deſign ber, 

To obey your Wills at any Time 
Jam ready to reſign her. 


This it 1s to be married to a continual Tempeſt ; Strife 
and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſy, are rently afloat, 
— Tis impoſſible to bear it long. 

Lady. Ve filthy Scoundrels, and odious jades, I'll teach 
you to junket thus, and fteal my Proviſions ; I ſhall be 
deyour'd at this Rate. 

But. | thought, Madam, we might be merry once 
upon a Holiday. 

Lady. Holiday, you popiſh Cur! is one Day more 
holy than another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get 
drunk upon it, you Rogue. [Beat him] You Minx, you 
impudent Flirt, are you jigging it after an abominable 
Fiddle ? all Dancing i is waoriſh, Huſly. 

[ Lugs her by the Eurs. 

Lucy. O Lud ! ſhe bas pull'd off both my Ears. 

Sir John. Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex and Qua- 
lity ; I bluſh for your Behaviour. 

Lady. Conſider your Incapacity ; you ſhall not inſtruct 
me. Who are you thus muffled, you Buzzard ? 

[She brats em all, Joblon feals by, 

Job. I am an honeſt, plain, Pſalm-ſinging Cobbler, 

Madam ; if your Ladyſhip would but go to Church, 
you might hear me above all the reſt there. 

Lady. VII try thy Voice here firſt, Villain. [Strikes him. 

Job. Nounz! what a Pox, what a Devil ails you? 

Lady. O profane Wreteh! wicked Varlet! 


Sir 
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Sir Jeln. For ſhame ! your Behaviour is monſtrous ! 

Lady. Was ever poor Lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh 
Huſband as Iam? 1 that am ſo pious and ſo religious a 
Woman ! 


Job. Sings. He that bas the beft Wife, 
She's the Plague of his Life, 
Bat fur her that wwill ſcold and will quarrel. 
Ex. 

Lady. O Rogue. Scoundrel, Villain ! 

Sir John. Remember Modeſty. 

Lady. I'll rout you all with a Vengeance, I'II ſpoil 
your ſqueaking Treble. 

[Beats the Fiddle about the blind Man's Head. 
Fid. O Murder, Murder! I am a dark Man, which 

Way ſhall J get hence? Oh Heaven! ſhe has broke my 
Fiddle, and undone me and my Wife and Children. 

Sir John, Here, poor Fellow, take your Staff and be 
gone: There's Money to buy you two ſuch ; that's your 
Way. [Exit Fiddler, 

Lady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muſt my 
Eſtate maintain you in your Protuſenels. 

Sir John Go up to your Cloſer, pray, and compoſe 
your Mind. 

Lay. O wicked Man! to bid me pray. 

Sir John. A Man can't be completely curſt, I ſee, 
without Marriage ; but fince there is ſuch a Thing as 
ſeparate Maintenance, ſhe ſhall To-morrow enjoy the 
Benefit of it. 


AIR V. Of all Comforts I miſcarry'd. 
J the States in Life ſo various, 


Marriage, ſure, is moſt precariuus ; 
'Tis a Maze ſo ftrangely winding, 

Still ave are new Mages finding ; 
"Tis an Action ſo ſi were, 
That nought but Death can ſet us clear. 
Happy's the Man, from Wedlock free, 
Who knews to prize his Liberty: 


16 -—- The Devil to Pay: Or, 
Were Men wary 


How they marry, 


We. ſbould not be by half fo full of Miſery. 
(Knocking at the Door.] 


Here, where are my Servants ? Muſt they be frighted 
from me ?—Within there—ſee who knocks. 

Lady. Within there. Where are my Sluts? Ye Drabs, 
ye Queans—Lights there. 


Enter Servants ſneaking, with Candles. 


But. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles off; he 

pare Phyſic, and is an Aſtrologer; your Worſhip 

nows him very well, he is a Cunning Man, makes Al- 
manacks, and can help People to their Goods again. 


Euter Doctor. 


Doct. Sir, I humbly beg your Honour's Pardon for 
this unſeaſonable Intruſion; but J am benighted, and 
'tis ſo dark that I can't poſſibly find my Way home; 
and knowing your Worſhip's Hoſpitality, defire the 
Favour to be harbour'd under your Roof To-night. 

Lady. Out of my Houſe you lewd Conjurer, you 
Magician. 

Dod. Here's a Turn !—Here's a Change — Well, if 
I have any Art, ye (hall ſmart for this, [ 4/ide. 

Sir John, You lee, Friend, I am not Maſter of my 

own Houſe; therefore, to avoid any Uneaſineſs, go 


down the Lane about a Quarter of a Mile; and you'll 


ſee a Cobbler's Cottage, ſtay there a little, and I'll ſend 
my Servant to conduct you to a Tenant's Houſe, where 
you'll be well entertain'd, | 

Doct. I thank you, Sir, I'm your moſt humble Ser- 
vant.— But as for your Lady there, ſhe ſhall this Night 
feel my Reſentment. Sane FA 

Sir Jobn. Come, Madam, you and I muſt ha ze ſome 
Conference together. | 

Lady. Yes, I will have a Conference and a Refor- 
mation too in this Houſe, or I'll turn it upſide down 
I will. x | 

AIR 
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AIR VI. Contented Country Farmer. 


Sir John. Grant me ye Pow'rs but this Requeſt, 
Ard let who will the World conteſt ; 
Condey her to ſome diftant Shore, 
Where 1 may ne er behold her more; 
Or let me to ſome Cottage fly, 
In Freedom's Arms to live and die. Exeunt. 


.... . . . . , . W.. .. 
SCENE III. The Coldlers. 


Nell, and the Doctor. 


*Nell. Pray, Sir, mend your Draught, if you pleaſe ; 
you are very welcome, Sir. | 
Do#. Thank you heartily, good Woman, and to re- 
quite your Civility, III tell you your Fortune. 
Neil. O, pray do, Sir; I never had my Fortune told 
me in my Life. 
' Do. Let me behold the Lines of your Face. 
Nell, I'm afraid, Sir, 'tis none of the cleaneſt ; I have 
been about dirty Work all this Day. 
Do#. Come, come, tis a good Face, be not aſham'd ' 
of it, Da ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. 
Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aiham'd ; I want 
Dacity when I come before great Folks. 
Def. You muſt be confident, and fear Nothing; there 
is much Happineſs attends you. | 
Nell. Oh me! this is a rare Man; Heav'n be thank'd. 
Doct. To-morrow before Sun-riſe you ſhall be the 
happieſt Woman in this Country. : 
Nell. How, by To-morrow! alack-a-day ! Sir, how 
can that be? 
Doc. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly 
Huſband that rails at, and ſtraps you. | 
Nell. Lud] how came he to know that? he muſt be 
a Conjurer! Indeed my Huſband is ſomewhat rugged, 
And in his Cups will beat me, but it is not much ; he's 


18 The Devil to Pay: Or, 
an honeſt pains-taking Man, and I let him have his 
Way. Pray, Sir, take t'other Cup of Ale. 

Do#. I thank you. —Believe me, To-morrow you 
ſhall be the richeſt Woman i' th' Hundred, and ride in 
your own Coach. 

Nell. O Father! you jeer me. 

Dact. By my Art! I do not. But mark my Words, 
be confident, and bear all out, or worſe will follow. 

Nell. Never fear, Sir, I warrant you———O Gemini! 
a Coach! 


AIR VII. Send home my long: ſtray'd Eyes. 


My ſeuelling Heart now leaps for Toy, 
And Riches all my Thoughts empley ; 

No more ſhall People call me Nell, 

Her Ladyſbip will do as well, 

Deck'd in my golden rich Array, 

TA in my Chariot roll away, - 

Aud ſhine at Ring, at Ball, and Play. 


Enter Jobſon. 


Jeb. Where is this Quean? Here, N:/! / What a Pow 
are you drunk with your Lambs Wool? 8, Þ 

Nell. O Huſband ! here's the rareſt Man—he has told 
me my Fortune. 

Job. Has he ſo! and planted my Fortune too, aluſty 
Pair of Horns upon my Head—Eh —Is't not ſo ? 

Doe. Thy Wife is a virtuous Woman, and thoul't 
be happy. 

Job. Come out you Hang-dog, you Juggler, you 
cheating, bamboozling Villain, muſt I be cuckoldcd 
by ſuch Rogues as you are, Mackmaticians, and Alma- 
nack-makers ! | 

Nell. Pr'ythee Peace, Huſband, we ſball be rich, and 
have a Coach of our own. | 

Job. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheel-barrow, you Jade. 
—By the Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moſt 
confoundedly drunk, —Get you to Bed you Strumpet. 

[ Beats her. 

Nell. O Mercy on us! is this a Taſte of my good 

Fortune 2 Doe. 
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Do. You had better not have touch'd her, you ſurly 


Rogue, | 
Fab. Out of my Houſe, you Villain, or I'll run my 
Awl up to the Handle in your Buttocks. | 
Do. Farewel, you paltry Slave. 


Job. Get out, you Rogue. [ Excunt, 
1 800000 0000 - 600600 οοο o 000 c COGO GEPOCEOD 2080 e £0004 000.000 CO0COSOSOREESIOG 
g SCENE IV. Changes to an open Country. 
N Doctor /olus. 


i AIR VIII. The Spirit's Song in Mackbeth, 
My little Spirits xow. appear, | 
Nadir and Abiſhog draw near. 
The Time is ſhort, make no delay, 
Then quickly haſte, and come away : 
Nor Moon, nor Stars affard their Light, 
But ail is wrafpt in gloomy Night : 
Bath Men and Bea ſis to Reft incline, 
And all Things favour my Deſign. 
Spirits. {Within} Say Maſter what is to be done? 
Doct. My fri Commands be ſure attend, 
For ere this Night ſhall have an End, 
You muſt this Cobbler's Wife transfor m, 
And to the Knight's the like per for m: 
Vith all your maſt ſpecific Charms, 
 Courvey each Wife to diff rent Arms ; 
Let the Deluſion be ſo firong, 
That none may know the Right from Wrong. 
All this ave avill with Care perform, 


Wan In I hun der, Lightning, and a Storm. [ Thunder. 
. ceoocesi e cooo coe ooo coc ooh cee co cg coe cou cecco oc ccc 
, SCENE. changes to the Cobbler's Houſe. 
j Jobſon at Work. The Bed in view. 


Job. What Devil has been abroad To-night? I never 
heard ſuch Claps of Thunder in my Life. ' I thought. 
my 
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my little Hovel would have flown away ; but now all 
is clear again, and a fine Star-light Morning it is. III 
ſettle myſelf to Work. They ſay Winter's Thunder 
brings Summer's Wonder. 


AIR IX. Charming Sally. 


. Of all the Trades from Eafl to Weſt, 
The Cobbler's paſt contending, 
Is like in tine to prove the beſt, 
Which every Day is mending. | 
Hoa great his Praiſe «che can amend 
The Soals of all his Ncughbours, 
Nor is unmindful of his End, 
But to his Laſt ſtill labours. 


Lady. Heyday ! what impudent Ballad ſinging Rogue 
is that, who dares wake me out of my Sleep? I'll have 
you flead, you Raſcal. 

Fob. What-a-pox, does ſhe talk in her Sleep? or is 


fhe drunk ſtill? . [Sings. 
AIR X. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 
L 
In Bath a wanton Wife did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write, 


Who wantonly did ſpend her Time 

In many a fond Delight. 

All on a Time ſore fick ſhe was, 
And ſhe at length did die, 

And then her Soul at Paradiſe 
Did knock moſt mightily. 


Lady. Why, Villain, Raſcal, Screech-Owl, who ma- 
keſt a worſe Noiſe than a Dog hung in the Pales, or a 
Hog in a high Wind, Where are all my Servants ? 
Somebody come and hamſtring this Rogue. | Knocks. 

Fob. Why, how now, you brazen Quean! You muſt 

et drunk with the Conjuror, muſt you ? I'll give you 


loney another Time to ſpend in Lambs-Wool, you 
ſaucy Jade, ſhall I? 


Lady. 


The Conjuror has made her mad as well as drunk. 
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Lady. Monſtrous! I can find no Bell to ring. Where 
are my Servants ? They ſhall toſs him in a Blanket. 
Job. Ay, the Jade's aſleep ſtill; the Conjurer told 
her ſhe ſhould keep her Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of 
her Equipage. { Sings, 
: 3 
1 awill come in, in ſpite, ſpe ſaid, 
Of all ſuch Churls as thee, 
Then art the Cauſe of all our Pain, 
Our Gri-f and Miſery. 
T hou firſt broke the Commandement, 
In Honour of thy Wife : 
When Adam heard her ſay theſe Words, 
He ran away for Life. 


Lady. Why, Huſband! Sir Fobz! will you ſuffer me 
to be thus inſulted ? | 
Job. Huſband! Sir John I what a-pox, has ſhe knight- 
ed me? And my Name's Zeke/too ; a good Jeſt, Faith. 
Lady. Ha! he's gone, he is not in the Bed. Heav'n ! 
where am I? Foh! what loathſome Smells are here? 
Canvas Sheets, and a filthy ragged Curtain; a beaſtly 
Rug, and a Flock-Bed. Am I awake, or is it all a 
Dream? What Rogue is that? Sirrah! Where am I? 
Who brought me hither ? What Raſcal are you? 
Job. This is amazing, I never heard ſuch Words 
from her before. If I take my Strap to you, I'll make 
you know your Huſband, I'll teach you better Man- 
ners, you ſaucy Drab. | 
Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing Impudence ! You my Huſband, 
Sirrah ? I'll have you hang'd, you Rogue; I'm a Lady. 
Let me know who has given me a e e 
and convey'd me hither, you dirty Varlet! | 
Job. A Sleeping-Draught! yes, you drunken Jade, 
you had a Sleeping-Draught with-a-pox to you. What, 


— 


has not your Lambs-Wool done working yet ? 


Lady. Where am I? Where has my villainous Huſ- 


3 band put me? Lucy! Lettice! Where are my Queans? 


Job. Ha, ha, ha ! what does ſhe call her Maids too? 
Lady. 
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Lady. He talks of Conjurors ; ſure I am bewitched. 
Ha! what Cloaths are here? a Lindſey-woolſey Gown, 
a Calico Hood, a red Bays Petticoat, I am removed 
from my own Houſe by Witchcraft. What muſt I do ? 
What will become of me? Horns uind without, 

Job. Hark! the Hunters and the merry Horns are 
abroad. Why Nell, you lazy Jade, tis Break of Lay; 
to Work, to Work, come, and ſpin, you Drab, or 1'll 
tan your Hide for you: What-a-pox, mult I be at work 
two Hours before you in a Morning ? 

Lady. Why, Sirrab, thou impudent Villain, doſt thou 
not know me, you Rogue ? 

Job. Know you, yes, I know you well enough, and 
T''ll make you know me before I have done with you. 

Lady. 1 am Sir Jobn Lowerule's Lady; how came 1 here! 

Job. Sir Jahn Lowerule's Lady! no, Nell, not quite 
ſo bad neither; that damn'd ſtingy, fanatick Whore 
plagues every one that comes near her, the whole 
Country curſes her. | 

Lady. Nay, then I'll hold no longer; you Rogue, 
you inſolent Villain, I'll teach you better Manners. 

[ Flings the Bedſtaſf and other Things at him. 

Jeb. This is more than ever I ſaw by her, I never 
had an ill Word from her before. Come, Strap, I'll 
try your Mettle ; I'll ſober you, I warrant you, Quean. 

5 [ He flraps her, be flies at him. 

Lazy. III pull your Throat out; I'll tear out your 
Eyes; I am a Lady, Sirrah. O Murder! Murder 
Sir Jobn Loverule will hang you for this, Murder! 
Murder 

Job. Come, Huſſy, leave fooling, and come to your 
ſpinning, or elſe I'll lamb you, you ne' er was fo lamb'd 
ſince you were an Inch long, Take it up, you Jade. 

[ She fiings it down, he firaps her. 
Tach. Hold, Hold, I'll do any Thing. 

Job, Oh! I thought I ſhould bring you to your ſelf 
again, | 
ck, What ſhall I do? J can't ſpin. [Aldi. 
Job. I'll into my Stall; 'tis broad Day now. 

[Works and fing. 
1 
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AIR XI. Come, let us prepare. 


Let Matters of State 
Diſquiet the Great 
The Cibbler has nought to perplex Bim; 
Has nought but his Wife 
To ruffle his Life, 
And her be can ſtrap if ſhe ver him. 


He's ont of the Pour 
Of Fortune, that Whore, 
Since low as can be, Ge has thruſt bim; 
From Duns he's ſecure, 
For being /o poor, | 
There's none to be found that will truft him. 


Heyday, I think the Jade's Brain is turn d. What have 


you forgot to ſpin, Huſly ? | 

Lady. But I have not forgot to run, I'll e'en try my 
Feet; I ſhall find ſomebody in the Town, ſure, that 
will ſuccour me. [ She runs out. 


Job. What, does ſhe run for it? I'll after her. 


[He runs out. 


-k 


SCENE changes to Sir John's Houſe; 
Nell zz Bed. 


Nell. What pleaſant Dreams I have had To-night ! 
Methought I was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed of Violets and 


2} Roſes, and the ſweeteſt Huſband by my Side! Ha! 
Z bleſs me, where am I now? What Sweets are theſe ? 
No Garden in the Spring can equal them; Am I on a 
© Bed? The Sheets are Sarſenet ſure, no Linen ever was 
® fo fine, What a gay, filken Robe have I got? O 
Heav'n] I dream] Vet if this be a Dream, I would not 
wich to wake again. Sure, I died laſt Night, and went 
to Heaven, and this is it. 7 


Enter 


- TE i th 9 — . 
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Enter Lucy. 
Lucy. Now muſt T awake an Alarm that will not lie 


ſtill us till Midnight, at ſooneſt, the firſt Greeting I 


ſuppoſe will be Jade, or Whore. Madam! Madam! 

Nell. O Gemini! who's this? What doſt ſay, Sweet- 
heart ? 

Lucy. Sweetheart! Oh Lud, Sweetheart! the beſt 
Names I have had theſe three Months from her, have 
been Slut, or Whore. What Gown and Ruffles will 
your Ladyſhip wear To day? 

Nell. What does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip! Gown! and 
Ruffles ! Sure I am awake; Oh! I remember the Cun- 
ning Man now. | 

Lucy. Did your Ladyſhip ſpeak ? 

Nell. Ay, Child, I'll wear the ſame I did Yeſterday. 

Lucy. Mercy upon me !—Child !—Here's a Miracle 


Enter Lettice. 


Let. Is my Lady -awake? Have you had her Shoe 
or her Slipper flung at your Head yet? 

Lucy. Oh no, I'm overjoy'd; ſhe's in the kindeſt 
Humour ! go to the Bed and ſpeak to her, now is your 
Time. 

Let. Now's my Time! what to have another Tooth 
beat out Madam! 

Nell. What doſt ſay, my dear ?—-O Father! what 
would ſhe have? 

Let. What Work will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to have 
done To-day ? Shall I work Plain-work, or go to my 
Stitching ?_ : 

Nell. Work, Child! 'tis Holiday; no Work To-day. 

Let. Oh Mercy! am I, or ſhe awake? or do we both 
dream ?—Here's a bleſt Change | 

Lucy. If it continues we ſhall be a happy Family. 

Let. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate is ready. 

Nell. Mercy on me! what's that? Some Garment I 
ſuppoſe. ¶ Aſde. Put it on then, Sweetheart. 


Let. Put it on, Madam! I have taken it off, tis 


ready to drink. 
Nell. I mean, put it by, I don't care for drinking 
now. | Enter 


ooth 
what 


have 
o my 


5-day . 
e both 


üly. 
ment I 
off, tis 


Irinking 
Enter 


Stone with Amazement. [Hide] 
Ladyſnip rather have a Glaſs of Frontiniac, or Lacryme ? 
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a. a Enter Cook. 


Cook. Now go I like a Bear to the Stake, to know 
her ſcurvy Lady ſhip's Commands about Dinner. How 
many raſcally Names muſt ] be call'd ? 

Let. Oh, John Cook ! you'll be oat of your Wits to 
find my Lady in fo ſweet a Temper. 

Cook. What a Devil, are they all mad? 

Lucy. Madam, here's the Cook come about Dinner, 

Nell. Oh! there's a fine Cook! He looks like one of 


25 


your Gentlefolks. [ 4fide.]—Indeed, honeſt Man, I'm 


very hungry now, pray get me a Raſher upon the Coals, 
a Piece of one Milk Cheeſe, and ſome white Bread. 
Cook. Hey ! what's to do here? my Head turns round, 
Honeſt Man! I look'd for Rogue or Raſcal, at leaſt. 
She's ſtrangely changed in her Diet, as well as her Hu- 
mour. { Afide.] I'm afraid, Madam, Cheeſe and Ba- 
con will fit very heavy on your Ladyihip's Stomach, in 
a Morning. If you pleaſe, Madam, III toſs j ou up a 
white Fricaſee of Chickens in a trice, Madam; or what 


4 does your Ladyſhip think of a Veal Sweetbread ? 


Nell. E'en what you will, good Cook. 
Cook, Good Cook! good Cook! Ah! 'tis a ſweet 


Enter Butler, 


Oh! kiſs me, Chip, J am out of my Wits: We have the 
kindeſt, ſweeteſt Lady. 

But. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are out of 
your Wits, all of ye; the Maids look merrily too. 


Lucy. Here's the Butler, Madam, to know your La- 


j dyſhip's Orders. 


Nell. Oh! pray Mr. Butler ! let me have ſome Small- 


Beer when my Breakfaſt comes in. 


But. Mr. Butler! Mr. Butler ! I ſhall be turn'd into 
Would not your 


Nell. O dear! what hard Names are there: but I 


muſt not betray myſelf. [4/ide.}——Well, which you 
pleaſe, Mr. Butler, x | | 


B Exer 
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Enter Coachman. 


But. Go, get you in, and be rejoiced as I am. 

Coach. The Cook has been making his Game I know 
not how long. What do you banter too ? 

Lucy, Madam, the Coachman. 

Coach. I come to know if your Ladyſhip goes out To- 
day, and which you'll have, the Coach, or Chariot. 
Nell. Good lack-a-Day ! I'll ride in the Coach if 
you pleaſe. 

Coach, The Sky will fall that's certain. 3 

Nell. I can hardly think Jam awake yet. How well 
pleaſed they all ſeem to wait upon me! O notable Cun- 
ning Man! My Head turns round; I am quite giddy 
with my own Happineſs. 


AIR XII. What tho' I am a Country Laſs. 


The late I was a Coltler's Wife, 
In Cottage moſt obſcure a. 

In plain Stuff-ecwn, and fhort-ear'd Corf, 
Hard Labour did endure-a: 


The Scene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, | 
And from poor humble Nell-a, 
Tul learn to dance, to read, and write, 


And from all bear the Bell-a, [Exit, 
Enter Sir John, meeting his Servants. 


But. Oh, Sir! here's the rareſt News! 
Lucy. There never was the like, Sir; you'll be over- 
joy'd and amaz'd. 

- Sir John. What, are ye mad? What's the Natter 
with yer How now! here's a new Face in my Family 
what's the Meaning of all this? | 
II. But. Oh, Sir! the Family's turn'd upſide down. We 
are almoſt diſtracted; the happieſt People! 

Lucy. Ay, my Lady, Sir, my Lady. 
Sir Jobu. What is ſhe dead? 


PF ut. 
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But. Dead! Heaven forbid; O! ſhe's the beſt Wo- 
man, the ſweeteſt Lady 

Sir Jobn. This is aſtoniſhing! I muſt go and en- 
quire into this Wonder, If this be true, I ſhall rejoice 
indeed. 

But. Tis true, Sir, upon my Honour. Long live 
Sir Jobn and my Lady! Huzzah ! 


Euter Nell. 


Nell. 1 well remember the Cunning: Man warned me 
to bear all out with Confidence, or worſe, he ſaid; 
would follow. 1 am aſtam'd, and know not what to 
do with all this Ceremony: I am amaz'd, and out of my 
Senſes. I look'd in the Glaſs, and ſaw a gay fine Thing 
I knew not ; methought my Face was not at all like 
that I have ſeen at home in a Piece of Look-Glaſz 
faitned upon the Cupboard. But great Ladies, they 
ſay, have flattering Glaſſes, that ſhew them far unlike 


themſelves, whilſt poor Folks Glaſſes repreſent them 


e'en jult as they are, 


AIR XIII, When I was a Dame of Honour. 


Fine Ladies with an artful Grace, 
Diſguiſe each native Feature ; 

Whilſt fatt'ring Glaſſes ſoew the Face, 
As made by Art, not Nature; 

But we poor Felis in home-ſpun Grey, 
By Patch nor Waſphes tainted, 

Lok freſb and feveeter far than they, 
That fill are finely painted. 


Luc. O Madam! here's my Maſter jaſt return'd 
from Hunting. 
Enter Sir John, 


Nell. O Gemini! this fine Gentleman my Huſband. 
Sir Jobn. My Dear, I am overjoy'd to lee my Family 
tus tranſported with Exſtacy which you occation'd. 


B 2 Nell. 
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Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do every Thing 
that may give you Delight, or your Family Satisfac- 
tion. 

Sir John, By Heav'n! I am charm'd ; dear Creature, 
if thou continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee than 
the Indies, But can this be real? May I believe my 
Seaſes? 

Nell. All that's good above can witneſs for me, I am 
in earneſt. [ Kneels. 

Sir Fohn. Riſe, my Deareſt. Now am I happy in- 
deed—— Where are my Friends, my Servants ? call 
'em all, and let them be Witneſſes of my ROPE: 

Exit, 

Nell. O rare ſweet Man! he ſmells all over like a 

Noſegay.—Heaven preſerve my Wits. 


AIR XIV. "Twas within a Furlong, &c: 


Nell. O charming Cunning-Man ! thou haſt been wondrous 
kind, 
And all thy golden Words do new prove true I find; 
Ten thouſand Tranſports wait, 
To crown my happy State, 
Thus kiſs'd, and preſi' d. 
And doubly bleſs'd 
In all this Pomp and State: 
Neav Scenes of Joy ariſe, 
Which fill me avith Surpriſe 3 
My Rock, and Reel, 
And Spinning-Wheel, 
And Huſband I diſpiſe; 
Then Jobſon, now adien, 
Thy Cobbliug flill pur ſue, 
Fer hence I «xill not, cannot, no, nor muſt not Lucllt to. 


(Exit. 
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SENSELESS EASE ITS SGSS 
SCENE, Jobſon's Houſe. 
Enter Lady. 


Was ever Lady yet ſo miſerable? I can't make one 
Soul in the Village acknowledge me; they ſure are all of 
the Conſpiracy. This wicked Huſband of mine has laid a 
deviliſh Plot againſt me; I muſt at preſent ſubmit, that 
I may hereafter have an Opportunity of executing my 


Deſign. Here comes the Rogue ; I'll have him ſtran- 


gled; but now I muſt yield. 


Enter Jobſon. 


Jeb. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thyſelf yet? 

Lady. Yes, I thank you, I wonder what I ail'd ; this 
— has put Powder in my Drink, moſt cer- 
tainly. 

Job. Powder! the Brewer put good ſtore of Powder 
Malt in it, that's all. Powder, quoth ſhe! Ha, ha, 
Lady. I never was ſo all the Days of my Life. 

Job. Was ſo, no nor I hope ne'er will be ſo again, 
to But me to the T'rouble of Strapping you ſo devil- 
Iſhly. 

La ty. I'll have that right Hand cut of for that, 
Rogue, | 4fide.] You was unmerciful to bruiſe me ſo. 

Fob. Well, I'm going to Sir John Lowerul:'s; all his 
Tenants are invited ; there's to be rare Feaſting and Re- 
velling, and open Houſe kept for three Months. 

Lady. Huſband, ſhan't I go with you? 

Job. What the Devil ails thee now? Did J not tell 
thee but Yeſterday, I would ſtrap thee for deſiring to 
go, and art thou at it again with a Pox ? 


lady. What does the Villain mean by Strapping, and 
Yelterday ? 


B 3 Job. 
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Job. Why, I have been married but ſix Weeks, and | 
you long to make me a Cuckold already. Stay a: i 
home and be hang'd, there's good cold Pie in the Cup- 4 
board, but Ill truſt the no more with ſtrong Beer, 


Huſſy. e. 
Wha Well, I'll not be long after you; ſure I ſhall 


get ſome of my own 'Family to know me, they can't be 
all in this wicked-Plot. [ Exit. 
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SCENE, Sir John. 


Sir John and Company enter. 
AIR XV. Duaetto. 


Sir John. Was ever Man poſſeft of 
| So ſweet fo kind a Wife ! 
Nell. Dear Sir, you make me proud : 
Be you but kind, \ 
And you hall find 4 
All the Gecd I can boaſt of 
Shall end but with my Life, 


Sir John, Give me thy Lips; 
Nell. Firſt let me, dear Sir, wipe im; 
Sir John, Was ever fo ſweet a dei ah / [Eiſling her. 
Nell. = Thank.you, dear Sir! 
1 wow and proteſt, 
AT ner was fo hiſt ; 
Aain Sir] 


Sir John. Again, and again, my Deareſt ; 
O may it laſt fur Life! 
What Toy thus to enfold thee! 


Nell. bat Pleaſure to behold thee ! 

| Inclin'd again to kiſs! 
Sir John. Hoa r aviſbing. the Bliſs! 
Nell. 1 litthe thought this Morning, 


'Taveuld ever come to this. [Da Capo. 
Erler 


ner. 


Capo. 
Enter 
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Enter Lady, 


* 
Lodz. Here's a fine Rout and Rioting! you, Sirrah, 
Butler, you Rogue, 
Nut. Why how now! Who are you? 
La dr. Impadent Varlet! don't you know your 
J. ady ? 
But. Lady, here, turn this mad Woman out of Doors. 
Lady. Vou Raſcal, take that Sirrah. 
| Flings a Glaſs at hin. 
Foot, Ilave a care, Huſſy, there's a good Pump 
without, we ſhall cool your Courage for you. 
Lady. You, Lucy, have you forgot me too, you 


Mirx ? 


Lucy. Forgot you, Woman ! why I never remember'd 


you, I never ſaw you before in my Life. 


Lady. Oh the wicked Slut! I'll give you Cauſe to 


remember me, I will, uſſy. 


[ Pull; ber Head-luths 4 

Lucy. Murder! Murder! Help! 

Sir Jobn. How now! what Uproar's this ? 

Ledy. You, Lettice, you Slut, won't you know me 
neither ? [Strikes her. 

Let. Help, Help! 

Sir Jobn. What's to do there ? 

But. Why, Sir, here's a Madwoman calls herſelf my 
Lady, and is beating and cuffng us all round: | 

Sir John. [To Lady] Thou my Wife! poor Creature, 
I pity thee, 1 never {aw thee before. 

Lady. Then it is in vain to expect Redreſs from thee, 
thou wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 

Nell. How am 1 amazed! Can that be I, there in my 
Cloaths, that have made all this Diſturbance ? And yet 
I am here, to my thinking, i in theſe fine Cloaths. How 
can this be? I am ſo confounded and affrighted that I 
begin to wiſh 1 was with Zetel Jobſon again. 

Lady. To whom ſhall I appy myſelf, or Whither 
can I fly ? Heav'n! What do 1 ſee? 1s not that I, yon- 

B 4 dcr, 
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der, in my Gown and Petticoat I wore Yeſterday ? How 
can it be! I cannot be in two Places at once. 

Sir Jobn. Poor Wretch! She's ſtark mad. 
Lach. What, in the Devil's Name, was I here be. 
fore I came ? Let me look in the Glaſs. Oh Heavens! 
I am aſtoniſh'd, I don't know myſelf ! Tf this be I that 
the Glaſs ſhrws me, I never ſaw myſelf before. 

Sir Jahn. What incoherent Madneſs is this! 


Enter Jobſon. 


Lady. There, that's the Devil in my Likeneſs, whe 
has robbed me of my Countenance, Is he here too ? 

Feb. Ay, Huſſy, and here's my Strap, you Quean. 

Nell. O dear! I'm afraid my Huſband will. beat me, 
that am on t'other ſide the Room there. 

Jeb. J lope your Honours will pardon her, ſhe was 
drinking with a Conjuror laſt Night, and has been mad 
ever ſince, and calls herſelf my Lady Lowerule. 

Sir Jahn. Poor Woman! take care of her; do not 
hurt her, ſhe may be cured of this. 

Job. Yes, and pleaſe your Worſhip, you ſhall ſee me 
cure her preſently. Huſſy, do you ſee this? 

Nell. O] pray Zekel, don't beat me. 

Sir John. What ſays my Love? Does ſhe infect thee 
with Madneſs too? 

Nell. J am not well, pray lead me in. 

[ Excunt Nell and Maid. 

Jeb. I beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, 
ſhe ſhall never trouble you more. 

Sir Jobn. Take her home, and uſe her kindly. 

Lady. What will become of me ? 

[Excunt Jobſon and Lady, 


Enter Footman. 


Foot. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here lat Night, de- 
fires you will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or two 

with you, upon very earneſt Buſineſs. 
Sir Fobn, What can this mean? Bring him in. 1 
ner 
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Enter Doctor. | 


Dec. Lo! on my Knees, Sir, I beg Forgiveneſs for 
what I have done, and put my Life into your Hands, 

Sir John. What mean you ? > 

Def. J have exercis'd my Magic Art upon your 
Lady; I know yoa have too much Honour to take 
away my Life, ſince I might have ſtill conceaPd it, 
had I pleas'd. 

Sir John. Vou have now brought me to a Glimpſe of 
Miſery too great to bear. Is all my Happineſs then 
turn'd into a Viſion only? 

Doct. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any Harm comes 
on it, I freely give you leave to hang me. 

Sir John. Inform me what yvu have done. 

Doe. J have transform'd your Lady's Face ſo thats 
ſhe ſeems the Cobbler's Wife, and have charmed her 
Face into the Likeneſs of my Lady's; and laſt Night 
when the Storm aroſe, my Spirits convey'd them to 
each other's Bed, | 

Sir Joby. Oh, Wretch! thou haſt undone me, I ant 
fallen from the Height of all my Hopes, and muſt #31 
be curſt with a tempeſtuous Wite, a Fury whom I never 
knew quiet fince J had her. X 

Do. If that be all I can continue the Charm for both 
their Lives. 

Sir Jobx. Let the Event be what it will, I'll hang 
you if you do not end the Charm this Inftant. 

Dee. I will this Minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll 
find it the luckieſt of your Life ; I can aſſure you, your 
Lady will prove the better for it. 

Sir Jobn. Hold, there's one material Circumſtance 
I'd know. 

Doc. Your Pleaſure, Sir * 

Sir John. Perhaps the Cobbler has — you under- 
ſtand me! | 

De#. I do. aſſure you, No; for &'er ſhe was convey'd 
to his Bed, the Cobbler was got up to Work, and he has 
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done nought but beat her ever ſince, and you are like 
to reap the Fruits of his Labour, He'll be with you in 
a Minute ; here he comes. 


Enter Jobſon, 


Sir Jobn. So Fobſon, where's your Wife! 
Feb. And pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the 


Door, but indeed I thought I had loſt her juſt now; 


for as ſhecame into the Hall, ſhe fell into ſuch a Swoon, 
that I thought ſhe would never come out on't again; 


but a Tweak or two by the Noſe, and half a Dozen 


Straps did the Buſineſs at laſt. Here, where are you, 


Houlewite ? 
Enter Lady. 


[Butler B Ids up the Candle, but lets it fall wwhen he _ Ber.] 


But. O Heaven and Earth! is this my Lady ? 
4 Job. What does he fay ? My Wife chang'd to my 

ady |! 

Ck Ay, I thought the other was too good for our 
La 

L a4 [To Sir John] Sir, you are the Perſon I have 
moſt offended, and here confeſs 1 have been the worlt 
of Wives 1n every thing, but that I always kept myſelf 
chaſte, If you can vouchſafe once more to take me to 
your Boſom, the Remainder of my Days ſhall joyfully 
be ſpent in Duty, and Obſervance of your Will, 

Sir John. Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; and if 


ou are ſincere in what you ſay, you'll make me hay- 


pier than all the Enjoyments in the World without you 
could do. 
Jeb. What-a-pox! am I to loſe my Wife thus? 


Enter Lucy and Lettice. 


Lacy. Oh, Sir! the ſtrangeſt Accident has Wan. 


it has amaz'd us; my Lady was in ſo great a Swoon, we 
thought ſhe had been dead, 
Let. And when ſhe came to herſelf, ſhe proyed ano- 


Jeb. 


ther Woman. 


2 
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Job. Ha, ha, ha! a Bull, a Bull. | 
Lucy. She is ſo chang'd, T knew her not; I never faw 


her Face before: O Lud ! Is this my Lady? 


Let. We ſhall be maul'd again. 

Lucy. I thought our Happineſs was too great to laſt, 

Lady. Fear not, my Servants. It fhall hereafter be 
my Endeavour to make you happy. 

Sir John, Perſevere in this Reſolution, and we ſhall 
be bleſt indeed, for Life. 


Euter Nell. 


Nell. My Head turns round, I maſt go home. O Ze- 
kel! are you there? | | 

Job. O Lud! is that fine Lady my Wife! I'gad, I'm 
afraid to come near her. What can be the Meaning 
of this? | 

Sir Fobn. This is a happy Change, and I'll have it 
celebrated with all the Joy I proclaim'd for my late 
ſhort-liv'd Viſion. 

Lady. To me 'tis the happieſt Day J ever knew. 

Sir Jobn. Here, Fobſon, take thy fine Wife. 

Job. But one Word, Sir. Did not your Worſbip 
make a Buck of me, under the Roſe ? 

Sir John. No, upon my Honour, nor ever kiſs'd her 
Lips till I came from Hunting ; but fince ſhe has been 
a Means of bringing about this happy Change, Ill give 
thee five hundred Pounds home with her; go buy a 
Stock of Leather. | 

Job. Brave Boys! I'm a Prince, the Prince of Cob- 
blers. Come hither and kiſs me, Nell, Il never ſtrap 
thee more. | 

Nell. Indeed, Zetel, J have been in ſuch a Dream, 
that I'm quite weary of it. {To Fob/on] Forſooth, Ma- 
dam, will you pleaſe to take your Cloaths, and let me 


have mine again. [To Lady Lowerul:, 
Job. Hold your Tongue, you Fool, they'll ſerve you 
to g9 to Church, | Alide. 


Lacy. No, thou ſhalt keep them, and III preſerve 
thine as Reliques. 
Jab. 
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Feb. And can your Ladyſhip forgive my ſtrapping 
your Honour ſo very much? 

Lady. Moſt freely. The Joy of this bleſſed Change 
ſets all Things right again. 

Sir John. Let us forget every Thing that is paſt, and 
think of nothing now but Joy and Pleaſure, 


AIR XVI. Hey Boys up go we. 


Tady. Let every Face with Smiles appear, 
Be Joy in ev'ry Breaſt, 
Since from a Life of Pain and Care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 
Sir John. May no Remembrance of paſt Time 
Our preſent Pleaſures ſoil, 
Be nought but Mirth and Joy our Crime, 
$0 And Sporting all our Toil. 
0 Job. I hope you'll give me leave to ſpeak, 
If I may be fo bold; 
There's nought but the Devil, and this good Strap 
Could ever tame a Scolad. 
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Dialogues of the Living. The whole calculated for the 
Amuſement and Inſtruction of the Britiſh Fair, 2 vols. 6s 

158, Louiſa, a Sentimental Novel, 3s 


159. The new Clariſſa: or, Hiſtory of Miſs Mel- 
moth, 3 vols. gs 


160. The Auction, a Modern Novel, 2 vols: 6s 

161. Bourne's Family Prayer Book, 3s 

162. A New Latin Accidence : or, a Complete In- 
troduction to the Latin Grammar, 15s 

163. A Vocabulary to ditto, 18 

104. Younger Siſter, 2 vols. 6s 

165. Nunnery for Coquettes, 3s 

166. Fatal Friendſhip, 2 vols. 6s 

167. Woman of Fafhion, 2 vols. 6s 

168, Hoyle's Games, 3s F 

169. The Brother, a Novel, by a Lady, 2 vols, 68. 


PLAYS, 8vo, lately printed, 1s 6d each. 
A RT and Nature, by Douglas, by Mr, Home 


the Rev. Mr. Miller Double Deceit 
Athelwold, by A. Hill Double Miſtake, by Mrs. 
Alzira, by A, Hill Griffyths 


fa es. 


* 


Barbaroſſa, by Dr. Brown 
Beggar's Opera, with muſic 
Corniſh Squire, by Sir 
J. Vanbrugh 
Czlia, or Perjured Lover 
Cymbeline, by Hawkins 
Diſſembled Wanton 
Double Falſhood ; or Diſ- 
treſſed Lovers, by Shake- 
ſpcare | 


Elfrid, or the Fair Incon- 
ſtant, by A. Hill 
Foundling, by Mr. Moore 
Fate of Villainy | 
Faſhionable Lady 
Fatal Viſion, by A. Hill 
Guardian Outwitted 
Humours of Oxford 
Highland Fair, with Muſic 
Henry V. by A, Hill 
Henry 


* Pa 3 
Z 


= 
11 
1 
15 
4 g 
{3 
74 
l 
* 
4 


[8-3 


Henry VIII. by Mr.Grove, 
with cuts 
Inſolvent, or Filial Piety 


Independent Patriot, by 


F. Linch, Eſq; ' 

Lover, by The. Cibber 

Love in a Village, by Mr. 
Bickerſtaff 

Modiih Couple, by C. 
Bodens 

Makomet, altered by Mr, 
Garrick | 

Mother in-Law, by Mr. 
Miller 

Momus turned Fabuliſt 

Midas, a Comic Opera 

Man of Taſte by Mr, 
Miller 

Minor, by Mr. Foote 

Miſer, by Fielding 

Oliver Cromwell, by Mr, 
Green 


Crators, by Mr. Foote 

Prodigal, by T. Odell 

Plain Dealer, altered by 
Bickerſtaſf 

Papal Ty ranny; or King 
John, by C. Cibber 

Periander, by T. Atkins, 
Etq; 

Rinaldo, by A. Hill 

Roman Revenge 

Scanderberg, by Havard 

Timon in Love, by Ralfe 

Timoleon, by B. Mar- 
tin 

Village Opera, by John- 
ſon 

Univerſal Paſſion, by Mr, 
Miller 

Widow Bewitched, by 
J. Motley 

Zara, with the Interlude, 
&c. by A. Hull. 


FARCES, &c. 8vo. lately printed, Is each. 


Amintas, an Opera 

Author, by Mr. Foote 

Boarding-School, with Mu- 
ic, by Coffey 

Britons Strike Home, with 
Muſic, by W. Philips, 


3 

oak Wedding 
Chambermaid, with Muſic 
Coffee-Houſe, by Miller 
Citizen, by Mr. Murphy 
Devil of a Duke 

Damon .and Phyllida, by 

C. Cilbber 
Edgar, and Emmeline, by 


Dr. Hawkeſworth 

Fatal Extravagance, by 
A, Hill 

Generous Free- maſon, by 
Mr. Chetwood, with 
Muſic 

King Lear, altered by Mr, 
Colman 

Hoſpital for Fools, by Mr. 
Miller 

Livery Rake, by Mr, 
Philips, with Muſic _ 

Muſes in Mourning, to 
which is added Merlin 
in love, by A. Hill 

Merry 
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Mer y Cobbler, or 2d Part 
of Devil to pay, with 
Muſic, by Coffey 

Oroonoko, altered by Dr. 
Hawkeſworth 

Quakers Opera, with Mu- 
ſic, by Mr. Walker 


Rover, by Mrs. Behn 

Spirit of Contradiction 

Stratford Jubilee, by Mr. 
Gentleman 

Taſte, by Mr. Foote 

Thomas and Sally, 


by 
Bicker ſtaff 


PLAYS, 12mo. 6d each. 


Eſop, by Vanbrugh 
Albion and Albianus 
Albion Queens, by Bankes 
Alcibiades, by Otway 

All for Love, by Dryden 
Ambitious Step- mother 
Amboyna, by Dryden 
Amorous Widow 
Amphytrion, by Dryden 
Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft 
Anna Bullen, by Bankes 
Artful Huſband 

Artifice, by Centlivre 
Athalia, by Duncomb 
Aurengzebe, by Dryden 
Baſlet Table, by Centlivre 
Beggars Opera, by Gay 
Bold Stroke for a Wife 
Buſiris, by Dr. Young 
Buſybody, by Centlivre 
Caius Marius 

Captives, by Gay 
Careleſs Huſband 

Cato, by Addiſon 
Chances 

Chaplet, by Mr. Mendez 
Committee, by Howard 
Conqueſt of Granada 
Comedy of Errors 
Conſcious Lovers 


Contrivances, by Carey 

Country Laſſes 

Cymbeline, by Shakeſpeare 

Cymbeline, altered by Mr. 
Garrick 

Damon and Phillida, by 
Mr. Dibden | 

Devil to Pay, by Coffey 

Diſtreſſed Mother 

Don Carlos, by Otway 

Don Sebaſtian 

Double Dealer 

Double Gallant 

Drummer, by Addiſon - 

Duke of Guile 

Duke and no Duke 

Earl of Eſtex, by Bankes 

Evening's Love 

Every Man in his Humour, 
altered by Mr, Garrick 

Fair Quaker of Deal 

Fair Penitent, by Rowe 

Fatal Secret 

Flora, or Hob in the Well 

Friendſhip in Faſhion 


Funeral, by Sir R. Steele 
Gameſter, by Mrs. Cent- 


livre 
George Barnwell, by Lillo 
Greenwich Park 


Hamlet, 


( 


Hamlet, by Shakeſpeare 

Henry V. by Shakeſpeare 

Henry V. by A. Hill 

Heroic Daughter 

Honeſt Yorkſhireman 

Inconſtant, by Farquhar 

Indian Emperor, by Dryden 

Indian Queen, by ditto 

Iſland Princeſs 

Jane Gray, by Mr. Rowe 

Jane Shore, by ditto 

King Arthur, by Dryden 

King Lear, by Shakeſpeare 

Ditto, by Tate 

King John, by Shakeſpeare 

Ladies Laſt Stake 

Love for Love 

Love in a Riddle 

Love's Laſt Shift 

Love makes a Man 

Lying Lover, by Steele 

Macbeth 

Mourning Bride 

Nonjurer 

Old Bachelor 

Oroonoko, by Southern 

Orphan, by Otway 

Othello, by Shakeſpeare 

Phædra and Hippolitus 

Polly. by Mr. Gay 

Provoked Huſband, by 
Cibber 

Provoked Wife 

Recruiting Officer 
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Refuſal, by Cibber 

Rehearſal, by D. of Bucks 

Relapſe, by Vanbrugh 

Revenge, by Dr. Young 

Richard III. altered by 
Cibber 

Rival Queens, by Lee 

Romeo and Juliet, altered 
by Mr, Garrick 

School Boy, by Cibber 

She would and ſhe would 
not, by Cibber 

Siege of Damaſcus 

Sir Courtly Nice, by Crown 

Sir Harry Wildair 

Sir Walter Raleigh 

Squire of Alſatia 

Stage-Coach, by Farquhar 

Suſpicious Huſband 

Tamerlane, by Rowe 


Tender Huſbard, by Steele 


Theodoſius, by Lee 

Timon of Athens 

Tunbridge Walks 

Twin Rivals, by Farquahar 

Venice Preſerved, by Ot- 
wa — 

Way of the World 

What d'ye call it? 

Wild Gallant 

Wit without Money 

Woman's a Riddle 

Wonder, by Centlivre 

Zara, by A. Hill. Eſq. 
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